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The Netherlands East Indies with 
their wealth of rubber and other 
products are much in the world's 
news in these modern days. Readers 
of The War Cry will no doubt be 
interested in the following descrip- 
tion of The Army's work in these 
Islands, as told by Brigadier E. 
who recently returned 
after a furlough spent in 



Brandt, 
thither 
Canada 




NE of the strong points 
of The Army's Mission- 
ary activities in Java, 
and also most useful to 
suffering natives of 
these Islands is the 
work among those poor 
affected people known as lepers. 
Describing a first visit to a leper 
Colony, the Brigadier says: 

Arriving in Sumatra we left the 
boat at Belawan Deli and stayed two 
weeks at The Army's Leper Colony, 
Peeloe Si Tjanang (The Island of 
Death). Here we found four hun- 
dred lepers. 

When we came to the bridge lead- 
ing to the Island, we saw a large 
sign in five languages, "The Salva- 
tion Army Leper Colony" — the lan- 
guages being English, Dutch, Maleis, 
Javanese and Chinese. On the little 
road leading to the Colony we saw 
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their bandaged hands, and give joy- 
ful testimony to the peace and joy 
they have found in Jesus Christ. 

While in charge of the Colony, 
we welcomed a poor boy who ap- 
peared dead when brought in, but 
who soon responded to treatment. 
His whole body was full of wounds, 
and his bones could be seen in many 
places. His wounds healed, but he 
remained a cripple. He was brought 
to the meeting, however, in a wheel- 
chair, and was blessedly saved. 

When the annual Self-Denial ap- 
peal is made, the lepers gladly do 
their part. They earn ten or fifteen 
cents a day if able to work. They 
are given credit for this amount in 
a book, as in order to prevent 
spread of disease they may not 
handle money. 

One sick man gave every cent in 
his book for the Altar Service. On 
being asked if this was not too 
much the leper replied, "It is a joy 
to give it all to my Saviour for His 
great love to me, and for the good 
help I get here. I do not need it, 
may God bless it, and use it for the 
good work of The Salvation Army." 

An interesting phase of the work 
is the Beggar Colony in Semerang. 
Here there are some 500 poor and 
sick people. Some of them are em- 
ployed in a cocoa-mat factory but 
the majority are sick and helpless. 
A school is in the vicinity, and a 
dairy with forty cows is operated, 
the milk being distributed to the 
city twice daily. There is a good 
Army Corps, with many Soldiers. 






(Left) A leper at the age of forty, the 
white-haired Local Officer, Sergeant- 
Major Dirjo, is now past seventy. He 

is the "father" of the Colony 

(Lower) Young musicians of The 

Army's Leper Colony, Semaroeng, 

Netherlands Indies. To the right are 

Brigadier and Mrs. Brandt 
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In the Semaroeng Leper Colony 
we have one of the finest Salvation 
Army Soldiers in the Dutch East 
Indies. He belongs to the family of 
one of the native officials, and had 
been a teacher and office worker in 
the government service. At the age 
of forty he became a leper. Coming 
to the leprosarium he was converted 
from Islam, and has for years been 
Sergeant-Major of the Corps. Now 
aged 72 he is father of the Colony 
and oldest patient. He has been free 
from the leprosy germ for fifteen 
years. His children have asked him 
to come home and have offered to 
build him a house, but he refuses 
to go, saying he is happy where he 
is and feels he has a mission to per- 
form. Part of his fingers and toes 
are gone and it is difficult for him 
to get around, but to see his smiling 
face and perfectly white hair is to 
see something that is beautiful. 

One day a little girl came to the 
Colony with her brother, who also 
was a leper. The girl, about nine 
years of age, cried with fright. One 



many monkeys in the trees, and the 
streams alongside were infested 
with crocodiles. Waiting to welcome 
us were a number of stricken wo- 
men and children. In spite of their 
suffering, evidence of which was 
seen in bandaged hands and feet, 
they were all smiles and cheerfully 
shouted a welcome. 

Previous to the opening of this 
Colony nearly thirty years ago, the 
poor wretched lepers lived outside 
in woods, as they were not allowed 
in cities or amongst healthy people. 
When some Officers began their 
merciful work they found it difficult 
to obtain help, as the natives were 
afraid of the terrible disease; so the 
Officers found it necessary to go by 
themselves into the woods, bring the 
lepers one by one to the Colony, 
wash their wounds and dress them. 
The work soon spread as a result of 
the love and devotion of these 
pioneer Officers, and now many of 
the lepers are converted, wear Sal- 
vation Army uniform, sing and clap 




of the married patients asked if she 
could take her to her room and look 
after her. Mrs. Brandt went into the 
house and brought out a small 
baby-carriage and a big doll. Said 
she, "Here Tjajah, this is for you." 
The little girl began to smile and 
her tears faded away. She felt 
happy with her new friends. 

Soon little Tjajah came to The 
Army Penitent - Form, gave her 
heart to Jesus, and later became a 
Junior Soldier. 

On one occasion the Band and 
Songsters gave a program. One 
hundred prominent people from 
Soerabaja were invited and as they 
listened to the lepers praising God 
for Salvation, tears ran down the 
cheeks of the visitors. Deeply 
moved were they with the joyful- 
ness of the lepers in spite of suf- 
ferings. 

During the testimony period lit- 
tle Tjajah, now ten years old, was 
first to speak. She stood up with a 
happy smile and told the people in 
a brave and clear way how happy 
she was because her sins were for- 
given, and now she walked with 
Jesus day by day on her way to 
heaven. She exhorted the visitors 
who were not saved to give their 
hearts to Jesus, and many of them, 
including Europeans, were wonder- 
fully impressed. 



Three years ago Brigadier and 
Mrs. Brandt were appointed to 
Central Celebes as Divisional lead- 
ers. The Army has been working 
there among the Toradja tribes for 
twenty-six years, and now has some 
twenty-five Corps and 100 Outposts. 
There are also twenty day schools 
and about 1,600 pupils. The Di- 
visional Headquarters is nearly 45 
miles from the coast where the 
boats stop, and twenty-four miles 
from the nearest post-office. 

When visiting the Corps or 

schools, Brigadier and Mrs. Brandt 

travelled mostly by horse-back or 

small pony. High mountains had to 

(Continued on page 14) 
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Inspiring Career of Edward MacHugh, of Radio Fame/ Whose Singing Has 
Blessed Millions of People on the North American Continent 



the 



ITERALLY millions of radio 

listeners hear and are blessed 

by the messages in song of 

—Edward MacHugh, known as 

Gospel Singer. He probably 



gives more comfort, cheer and guid- 
ance to people on the North Amer- 
ican Continent than any celebrated 
ecclesiastic. 

_ This fine vocalist who, with his 
rich baritone voice, has helped to 
make two great nations, the United 



intimately acquainted with hymn- 
books of all denominations. 

But a hymn to tne Gospel Singer 
is not just an excuse for music: "A 
hymn is a message. It has a phil- 
osophy that strikes home, a phil- 
osophy that helps people as much as 
fresh air, sunshine or any of the 
vital things in life." 

After singing hymns over the air 



at night distributing newspapers. 
Looking back on these days, bare- 
foot, tired, and ofttimes hungry, he 
likes to think with gratitude of the 
one bright spot in the long, cold 
evening ... It was The Salvation 
Army, outside whose headquarters 
the little Scottish lad used to wait 
impatiently for his ration of hot, 
freshly baked pies. "The luscious 
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I Composed especially for Tha Canadian Easter 
} Number by Major Sidney Cox 
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Edward MacHugh 

odors of those pies," he recalls, 
"would come floating out to me with 
such intensity t^at I not only longed 
for pies, but for a piece of bread to 
eat with the smell." 

When young MacHugh's widowed 
mother decided that the new world 
offered more opportunity, it was 
Edward who was h?r biggest help 
in moving the whole family from 
Scotland to Canada. The MacHughs, 
with no money for passage, came 
over in bond; a debt which _took 
years to pay off. Settling in Mont- 
real, the lad went to work cleaning 
railroad cars. 

It was a reception at the Royal 
Hunt Club at which the Governor- 
General of Canada and his lady 
were to be present that gave Ed- 
ward his first step on the ladder of 
success. He was taking tickets at a 
(Continued on page 12) 
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States and Canada, hymn conscious 
is a recognized authority in the 
literature of sacred song. Having 
memorized over 3,000 hymns he is 
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for more than ten years, Mr. Mac- 
Hugh says: "I feel that the singing 
of Gospel hymns really helps peo- 
ple to be happier and more peaceful 
in their spirit. That's one of the 
reasons why I have always felt that 
the words of a hymn are just as 
important as the music, and I'm 
never satisfied with reports of my 
broadcasting until these reports con- 
firm the fact that each word can be 
distinctly heard and understood." 

Although to-day Edward Mac- 
Hugh is an internationally famous 
singer, success did not come with- 
out a struggle. His life story is one 
of poverty, hard work, and heart- 
aches. Born in Dundee, Scotland, he 
worked, as a boy, from early morn- 
ing, in a bakery, and until late 



Some Proofs of the Resurrection Story 

By LIEUT. -COLONEL ROBERT HOGGARD 



E stood together in 

the living-room of 

our pagoda - like 

bungalow; he, a 

Korean, a typical 

Far-Easterner with 

yellow complexion, 

high cheek-bones and long narrow 

eyes; and I, a Westerner, product 

of a Christian land and a Salvation 

Army home. 

With childish interest the Korean 
had examined the contents of the 
room; for to him even common- 
place chairs and tables and curtains 
were novelties. And now his atten- 
tion had been arrested by a large 
portrait of The Army Founder. For 
a time he stood wrapped in 
obvious veneration, gazing at the 
patriarchal figure. Then he turned 
and remarked enquiringly. "I 
suppose that is Yasu Chrisido?" 

I explained that the picture 
was not of Jesus Christ, but 
of William Booth, first Gen- 
eral of The Salvation Army. 
Then with eager simplicity 
the Korean asked, 
"Have you a photo- 
gr ap h of 

Yasu Chrisi- $ 

do and could 
you also 
show me a 
picture of his 
London resi- 
dence?" 

"He does 
not live in 
Londo n," I 
replied. "In- 
d e e d, He 
lived 1900 
years ago, 
some thou- 
sands of 
miles from 
the city of 
London!" 1 1 
was apparent 
that the 
Korean was 
greatly sur- 
prised and 
disappointed. 



"Then is Yasu Chrisido dead?" he 
asked. "Jesus Christ was dead," I 
replied, "but He is alive again." 

The Korean was puzzled. He was 
accustomed to hear of persons being 
alive, then dead; but never before 
had he been told of one being dead 
then alive! 

"Dead, but now alive — what do 
you mean?" he asked. I outlined 
the old, old story of the spotless 
(Continued on page 12) 
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^mmmmmm HE days during and 
[ 8 immediately following 

L M the trial, crucifixion 

^^ J? and resurrection of 
m Jesus were days of 
m bewildering perplexity 
■■ and uncertainty for the 
eleven disciples who 
had walked the roads with Him, 
slept with Him under the stars, ate 
with Him in the fields, prayed with 
Him on the mountains. They had 
seen Jesus of Nazareth become the 
Man most be- 
loved by the 
masses in all 
J u d e a, and 
the Man most 
hated by the 
chief priests 
and the 
elders of the Jews. 

They had heard Him declare that 
He was the Son of God; had seen 
Him heal the sick, give sight to the 
blind, cleanse the leper, even raise 
the dead. Because of this He had 
become the most difficult problem 
the Jewish religious leaders had 
ever had to face. To them He was a 
blasphemer, though they knew that 
to the people He was a man of God. 
For both reasons He must be 
silenced. He was a religious revolu- 
tionist, with supernatural powers 
that amazed everybody — His ene- 
mies no less than the poor bene- 
ficiaries of His healing ministry. 
Through Him the common people, 
who saw in Jesus the Deliverer of 
Israel, were entirely out of control. 

When at length the chief priests 
had succeeded in turning the 
masses, who one day had acclaimed 
Him King, into a rabble who the 
next day demanded His crucifixion, 
they felt that matters were return- 
ing to normalcy. And they began to 
breathe easier. 

Jesus Christ's crucified body was 
safely sealed in a tomb with Roman 
soldiers to guard against its secret 
removal by His disciples, who 
might wish thus to prove the 
prophecy of His resurrection on the 
third day; His disciples had scatter- 
ed in fear; Jesus and His revolu- 
tionary ministry would now soon 
be forgotten. The most disturbing 
incident in Jewish religious history, 
they thought, was closed. 



Christ's call to Peter: "Lovest thou Me? ..... Feed My Sheep' 



to meet you all in Galilee," she in- 
formed the astonished disciples — 
"especially Peter." 

This last was glad news indeed 
for the dear old Rock, who, in a 
moment of uncertainty and panic, 
had denied the Lord he loved so 
fervently. His Master must have 
forgiven him! 

Nevertheless, the disciples might 
have questioned whether this was 
not just another idle tale, like 
others that were being bandied 



Their minds had been fixed upon the 
deliverance of Israel from the Ro- 
man oppressor, and the re-estab- 
lishment of their own political 
regime with Jesus as King. The 
Eleven had fully expected to con- 
stitute His cabinet, and be invested 
with powers second only to His own. 
Instead, Jesus had been publicly 
scourged and spat upon, then cruci- 
fied between two common thieves 
by the very enemies they had ex- 
pected Him to unseat and subdue. 



[Painting by Raphael. 



Luckily, they still had a boat; there 
were always fish to be caught and 
sold. Perhaps they could forget 
their chagrin and disappointment — 
and fear — with a good stiff breeze 
blowing in their faces and the feel 
of a stout craft under them. 

Thus Jesus' earthly work was not 
ended with His triumph over the 
grave. If He would establish His 
Church, He must also triumph over 
the doubt and despair that had 
claimed those upon whom He de- 
pended for 
the broad- 
casting of the 
K i n g d o m's 
news. He un- 
d e r stood 
their confu- 



By HENRY F. MILANS 



BUT to add again to the confu- 
sion of disciples and chief priests 
alike, one Mary Magdalene began 
breathlessly to spread the startling 
news that Jesus Christ had indeed 
risen. His tomb was empty, she de- 
clared, and He had spoken to her in 
the garden. 

"He told me to say that He wants 



about since the tragedy of Calvary. 
But Peter and John ran to the tomb 
to see for themselves — and, surely 
enough, the tomb was empty, the 
grave clothes remaining, just as He 
had left them. 

What did it all mean? Had some- 
one stolen the body? Just another 
trick of His enemies, maybe? Or 
had Jesus indeed risen from the dead 
and ascended to the Father? What 
to think about it all! 

The news spread like wildfire, 
and the whole troublesome affair 
had come to life again for the chief 
priests and elders. Their peace and 
boasted liberty had been short- 
lived. "Christ's disciples have out- 
witted the Roman guards, that's 
all," was their reaction. "They have 
made away with the body and will 
now stir up the people again with a 
story about Jesus' resurrection. 
Something's got to be done about it, 
and quickly!" 

Their solution was characteristic: 
they bribed the soldiers to say that 
while they slept the disciples had 
stolen the body. And this story was 
rushed throughout all Jewry. 

THERE was still more to be done 
before the plans of Jesus for 
His Church could be perfected and 
He could return to reign at the right 
hand of God. The Eleven had hid- 
den in fear. Their fondest hopes had 
been shattered. Their dream of 
power in the new Kingdom was 
over. 

Though Jesus had convinced them 
by His amazing miracles that He 
was indeed come from God, it 
hadn't been easy to understand His 
teachings concerning the Kingdom. 



Certainly, He could not save their 
beloved Israel when He could not 
save Himself! Of course, He had told 
them He would rise again on the 
third day. But had they not now the 
right to set this down as only an- 
other of His intemperate claims? 

Not to be lightly cast aside, how- 
ever, was the fact that they had 
seen Him raise the dead. And yet, 
here He Himself was dead and in a 
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HE days lying be- 

tween Calvary and 

Pentecost are as import- 
ant to us as they were 
to the first disciples. For 
during them Jesus pre- 
pared and launched the 
mighty soul-saving cru- 
sade that will not cease 
until He is crowned King 
of kings and Lord- of 
Lords ! 



sealed tomb! They just couldn't 
make sense out of it all. They might 
as well get back to their work. 



sion, knew 
that they were ready to give it all 
up and go back to their fishing. But 
He had promised to make them fish- 
ers of men. He must prove to them 
that He had really risen from the 
dead. 

So He resorted to the role of 
familiar personal intimacy; they 
would know Him best that way. 
Thus it was that He walked out of 
a field on the road to Emmaus at the 
moment two of his disciples chanced 
to come along, discussing the cruci- 
fixion and other confusing happen- 
ings of the week. He joined inform- 
ally in the conversation. It was 
only when necessary, He explained, 
for Jesus to have died, and He ex- 
pounded unto them the Scriptures 
concerning Himself. It was only 
when He broke bread with them 
that they recognized Him. Then He 
vanished. 

Without resting, the two ran back 
over the long road to Jerusalem, 
where the others were hiding and 
told how He had appeared to them 
on the road to Emmaus, how He 
had talked with them and eaten 
with them. It surely was the Lord! 
Their hearts had burned within 
them, they declared, as He had 
talked with them by the way. 

AS the eleven marvelled at this 
story, behold Jesus stood among 
them — though the doors had been 
locked — and threw them into a new 
panic. "It is a spirit we are looking 
upon!" Peter exclaimed. 

"Spirits do not have flesh and 
bone," Jesus said. "And look at the 
nail holes in my hands and feet, 
the mark of the spear-thrust in my 
side. Have you any meat?" And He 
ate fish and honeycomb that they 
gave Him, just as any other human 
being would have done. He couldn't 
be a spirit after all. 

(Continued on page 14) 
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NTHONY STRONGSPUR, known to 
both friends and foe as "Tony the 
Terror," brought his prancing mustang 
to an abrupt halt outside the main 
hotel at Chinook City, and tethered 
it to a ringed post, one of several 
placed for the convenience of out-of- 
town customers. 
In those not so far-off days Chinook City 
scarcely boasted of more than a few hundred 
inhabitants and was in fact but one of a number 
of small and exceedingly far apart townships 
which linked the Great Lakes with the Pacific 
Coast in the early days of the vast Canadian 
West. 

Farmers and homesteaders occupied quite a 
bit of the country around the town, but toward 
the foothills rising in the distance there were 
wide stretches of grazing land, and at long in- 
tervals large cattle ranches. It was from one of 
these that Tony had come. He, with other of 
his comrade steer-chasers, had just had a con- 
siderably lengthy spell of rounding- up and 
branding cattle, and released for a few days — 
or weeks, maybe, just as the fit took him — he 
had "hit" the Chinook trail in anticipation of a 
first-class spree. 

Tony's idea of a good time chiefly consisted 
in the spectacular pastime of "shooting up" the 
town, greatly alarming the more law-abiding 
citizens, imbibing incredible amounts of bad 
liquor at the bar of the hotel, and picking quar- 
rels on every conceivable occasion with whom- 
soever was willing to flick the hypothetical 
chip from his hefty shoulder. 

His little idiosyncrasy of careering madly up 
and down the dusty main street, performing all 
but utterly-impossible feats on horseback and 
crazily emptying the barrels of his revolvers 
into the air, accompanied by loud whoops, was 
not unknown to the citizens of Chinook, who at 
such times would discreetly, not to say hastily, 
withdraw their persons from the scene of action 
to safer, saner realms. 

IF, by way of digression, we say that these 
affairs were the highest moments of Tony's 
life most probably we should be much mis- 
taken for, as with many men of his rough-and- 
ready type, there were times when, riding alone 
in the pasture lands, scores of miles from human 
habitation, he would seriously ruminate over the 
emptiness of his existence and the folly of his 
excesses, and long for something higher and 
nobler. Somewhere, deep down in his heart 
was a hidden chord, if only struck aright, might 
respond to the call of the life Divine. Truer 
words, perhaps, were never written than: 

Down in the human heart, crushed by the 
tempter, 
Feelings lie buried that Grace can restore; 
Touched by a loving hand, wakened by 
kindness, 
Chords that are silent will vibrate once 
more. 

But to resume our story: 

There were not infrequent occasions when 
Tony's cronies, primed up by his prodigal gener- 



which presented a wild mix-up of cow- 
boys and mustangs, the former puncturing 
the dust-laden atmosphere with salvoes of 
shots and ear-splitting yells. This per- 
formance once over, however, the men, 
apparently quite satisfied with their stunt 
would quietly ride back to their respec- 
tive ranches, after many miles distant. 



Not so with Tony, however. Not for nothing 
had he earned the name of Terror, and once 
the demon of whiskey had set his brain and 
bones on fire, he "stuck around" making him- 
self a terrific nuisance to all and sundry, and 
becoming cordially feared and disliked by all. 
Even the hotel proprietor, glad as he was to re- 
ceive Tony's hard-earned wages in exchange for 
liquor, expressed himself as being mightily glad 
when the fierce-eyed cowpuncher struck the 
trail back over the foothills to the U Bar U 
Ranch. 





One of the neat modern ranch-houses of to-day in the Albertan foothills 

osity in the distribution of the "pizen" would, 
at his urgent invitation join him, and on these 
occasions the main street assumed the appear- 
ance of a near-cyclone, the storm-centre of 



NOW these were the days (if our information 
be correct and our memory holds good), when 
a fiery individual of quite another order but far 
less titanic physique struck the town. His sign, 
carried at the head of a stout staff, was em- 
blazoned on a crimson-and-deep-blue banner, 
and its star-encircled sign contained the awe- 
inspiring legend: "Blood-and-Fire." 

By all accounts the bearer of this strange 
device had a way of his own, too, but unlike 
Tony the Terror, bore no armaments save those 
weapons, but remarkably effective, for the 
solitary invader of Chinook City actually had a 
following of "prisoners" after waging his unique 
style of warfare for less than a week. 

Tony eyed this new phase of town life with 
some disfavor, not to say concern. Some of the 
"boys" seemed to have been hypnotized by the 
stockily-built, earnest-eyed, red-guernseyed 
Salvation Army Captain; and while, as yet, they 
fought shy of his invitations to the meetings 
held over an adjacent pool-room, yet they very 
gladly and often boisterously flung five-dollar 
bills on the drumhead when he asked for a col- 
lection. There was one other individual even 
more perturbed. It was the sleek and oily- 
tongued hotel proprietor. He felt he was losing 
caste, and like Demetrius of old, much of his 
ill-gained profits. 

Feeling exceedingly frisky after having 
freely imbibed to the point of hilariousness at 
the hotel bar one evening, Tony resolved to have 
a little "fun" at the expense of the Captain and 
his converts, just about the time they held their 
largely-attended open-air meeting on the broad 
unpaved main street. 

He approached a lit- 
tle knot of cow-punch- 
e r s picturesquely at- 
tired in ten-gallon hats, 
brightly-colored neck- 
erchiefs and buckskins, 
just as the Captain and 
his enthusiastic con- 
verts had marched up 
to the hotel porch. 

"Say, boys," he leer- 
ed, "I bet drinks all 
round that I swipe that 
bit of red rag those 
sky-pilots carry around 
with them to th' meet- 
ings!" The "red rag" 
referred to was, of 
course, The Army Flag 
which had been newly- 
presented to the little Corps by the Divisional 
Officer, so delighted had he been with the pro- 
gress made by the Captain and his loyal band of 
Soldiers. 



A burly rancher winked at his companions 
before making a suitable reply. "Mebbe you can 
and mebbe you can't, Tony. 'Pears to me right 
now as if you can hardly see to tell the difference 
between that there verandah post and the 
Cap n's flag-pole. However, I'm willin' to oblige 
1 11 take ye on, boy!" 

A shout of laughter from the men accom- 
panied Tonys lurching gait to his pony, hang- 
ing to the saddle of which was a long rawhide 
lariat. "I guess this shoelace is about all that I 
need for this hyer little job," he hiccoughed. 

The cowboy had an enviable reputation for 
lariat handling, and his skill, and agility, com- 
bined with enormous strength of wrist had made 
him a victor in many a stampede contest. It was 
quite evident that he intended to lasso The Army 
Flag. He staggered into the saddle, his fuddled 
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brain temporarily clearing in the enthusiasm of 
the moment. He circled his prancing steed around 
with many gestures and oaths into the wide 
dirt-road and drew off to some distance from 
the meeting, which was, by this time, in full 
swing. 

The comrade who carried the Flag, still hold- 
ing it, had stepped into the ring to give his 
testimony, and Tony noted this fact with crafty 
satisfaction as he arranged his rope. 

Sw-i-s-h! A snake-like noose uncoiling and 
quivering as if endowed with life, suddenly and 
quite neatly dropped over the "S" at the sum- 
mit of the flagpole and its fluttering folds be- 
came still. A swift yank and the flag was 
wrenched from the hands of its holder and 
trailed on the ground behind Tony's pony. 

The flag-bearer ceased speaking, his mouth 
wide open, and a comical look of bewilderment, 
on his face. He stood gazing into the air as if 
expecting his beloved Flag to return as sud- 
denly as it had vanished. 

THE Captain, however, had taken in the situa- 
tion at a glance. Furthermore, he heard the 
disconcerting laughter of the hotel proprietor as 
the crowd gathered at the saloon porch. For an 
instant it seemed as if he would race after the 
Colors, now limply dangling from Tony's 
saddle-horn. His face showed the intensity of 
his emotion and it (Continued on "page 10) 
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A lofty Totem Pole, carved out of 
a living tree 



Y a sheltered bay, just 
around a headland, stood 
two men gazing out on the 
:ii^— / m ighty Pacific Ocean. Be- 
hind them lay a Native Indian vil- 
lage containing a small portion of 
its usual inhabitants. 

Anxiety and concern were writ- 
ten on the faces of the watchers as 
they tirelessly paced the beach. At 
intervals they paused, and with 
eyes shaded by hands scanned the 
tempestuous waters. 

For several days the pair watched 
thus for the return of the absent 
warriors. Their anxiety deepened as 
time passed, and there was no sign 
of the fleet. 

"See," cried one at length, "What 
is that?" Four keen eyes penetrated 
the curtain of mist stretching across 
the rolling sea. Faintly the men 
could discern something, which in 
the distance was not unlike some 
strange marine monster, not un- 
common in this northern locality. 

The trained sentinels were re- 
warded for their long and faithful 
vigil. The apparent sea monster be- 
came a great war canoe, bearing 
weird totemic designs on its prow. 
The craft, manned by some of the 
bravest and most 
venturesome 
North - West In- 
d i a n s hove in 
sight through the 
haze and turned 
out to be an ad- 
vance canoe of an 
entire fleet of 
canoes filled with 
warriors return- 
ing from a fierce 
onslaught upon a 
neighboring tribe. 

In the foremost canoe stood a 
swarthy Indian, his arms aswing 
with pendulum-like motion — a sign 
of jubilation. As the craft came 
nearer a ghastly spectacle met the 
gaze of the watchers. In the war- 
rior's swinging hands they saw 
long-haired scalps and still another 
between his teeth. 

The two watchers, white visitors 
from civilization, sought for a con- 
venient moment to deal with the 
native people regarding the evil of 
their conduct. But it was only after 
several days of feasting and grot- 
esque native dancing and other 
ceremonies signifying joy of con- 
quest, that a suitable opportunity 
could be seized. 

The visitors sought the warrior 
who had been the leader in the un- 
wholesome jubilation, and aided by 
an interpreter they spoke to him of 
the horrible crime in which he had 
participated; that sin would be 
punished; that there was One who 
came to earth to forgive sinners and 
bring peace. 

THE man of blood sat as one trans- 
fixed as he listened to the remark- 
able story told by the white men. 
Astonishment was written upon his 
bronzed countenance as the absorb- 
ing story of a Saviour and Peace- 
maker was unfolded in simple, 
understandable language. 

Deepening conviction made the 
savage ashamed of his inglorious 
past. The earnest appeal of the mis- 
sionaries, burdened with the ignor- 
ance and helplessness of these peo- 
ple, found a response in quiet ac- 
quiesence. With the dignity of his 
people, the warrior of many gory 
battles knelt on the sands, and cried 
to God for peace and forgiveness. 

Rising to his feet he was greeted 
by his new friends as a follower of 
Christ. One of the missionaries said, 
"You are now a changed man, and 
I want to give you a new name. 
You must change your heathen 
name and take a Christian one." 
He then gave him his own surname, 
Prevost, by which he and his de- 
scendants have since been known. 

The convert entered whole-heart- 
edly into the new life and served 
God faithfully until called to his 
Reward. During the remainder of 
his days, he earnestly entreated 
others to bow in homage to the 
great Shimauget (God). Members 
of his own family soon recognized 
the power of Christ to transform, 
and they became converted. 

To-day one of the warrior's sons 
is an able and devoted leader of his 
people in a well-known Indian vil- 
lage. He is a veteran Salvationist 



and has to his credit long 
years of service for God and 
his fellow men. He has seen a 
marvellous change come over 
his people, and he thanks God 
daily that men of courage and 
daring brought to his father 
the evangel of the Cross. 

"HO were the two men 
referred to in the open- 
ing paragraph of our story? 

One was Admiral J. C. Pre- 
vost, a Christian naval officer, 
and the other was William 
Duncan, pioneer missionary 
to the Native Indians in 
Northern British Columbia and 
Alaska. 

Called home to England 
after a four years' cruise on 
H.M.S. "Virago," which pat- 
rolled the waters of British 
Columbia to the boundary 
line of Alaska, a task which 
had given him the opportu- 
nity to observe the savage 
but physically splendid type 
Indians that populated this long 
coast line and the beautiful islands 
skirting it, the Admiral had become 




ward Heaven, and implored 
fill the heart of some young 
that congregation with a 
desire to serve his Master 
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firmly convinced that if the evangel 
of the Saviour of mankind could be 
proclaimed to these heathen it 
would result in bringing about an 



missionary field, his words set the 
audience on fire. 

There was one young man in the 
audience and only one. This youth 



The Watchers Were Aghast at What They Beheld, 
But Christ the Peacemaker Changed the Hearts 
of the Fierce Native Warriors, and Their Descend- 
ants Now Serve the Living God 



end to the cruel warfare carried on 
among the many tribes, as well as 
between them and white men. This, 
he felt, would do more than a whole 
fleet of warships. 

• His heart was full of sympathy 
for the red men to whose villages 
so far, no protestant missionary had 
found his way. The curse of civil- 
ization in the form of rum, de- 
bauchery and loathsome disease had 
penetrated to the farthest villages, 
while the peace-bringing message of 
Christ had been withheld from 
them. 

The Admiral called upon the 
Church Missionary Society and ap- 
pealed to them to do something for 
the most intelligent race of natives 
called the Tsimsheans. He also wrote 
an article describing the possibilities 
and physical excellencies of these 
people, and held up to the readers 
the terrible reproach it was to a 
Christian people to withhold the 
blessings of the Gospel while the 
curses of civilization had been 
showered upon them. 

This appeal 
was not in 
vain, for soon 
two gentle- 
men had con- 
tributed 
a substantial 
sum of money 
to aid the 
project. 



had promised a friend to attend the 
service, and although the weather 
was wet and the slush uninviting, 
he went, for had he not promised? 

The young man was William Dun- 
can, later to become known as the 
Apostle of Alaska. 

In spite of the promise of a large 
annual salary as a regular clergy- 
man William had heard the call of 
God, and nothing could deter him 
from obeying. He had made his 
resolution during that solemn mo- 
ment in the meeting to dedicate his 
life to the Master's service in 
heathen lands, and would not re- 
cant. He made application to the 
missionary board and was accepted. 

Upon the appeal for a missionary 
made by Admiral Prevost, young 
Duncan was sent for and told that 
his name had been suggested for 
work among one of the most savage 
tribes of Indians, and that accept- 
ance meant taking his life into his 
own hands. He would, perhaps, 
never return. Would he volunteer? 

"I will go wherever I am sent," 



A native Alas- 
kan Indian Chief 
and his rare 
Chilcat blanket 




It was a 
drizzly even- 
ing in December, 1853, at the little 
town of Beverley, England. To a 
small congregation in a small church 
a man of God was pleading the needs 
of the missionary field, white unto 
harvest, yet calling in vain. His 
appeal had an earnest and sincere 
ring, and as he turned his eyes to- 



was his instant reply, and in less 
than a week, he had secured his 
outfit of tools and clothing, and bade 
a tearful yet confident good-bye to 
his loved ones. 

Soon he stood on the deck of the 
Admiral's vessel, H.M.S. "Satelite," 
(Continued on page 12) 
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"And when they had platted a crown of thorns, they put 
it upon His head, and a reed in His right hand: and they 

EALOUS of the popularity of our 
Lord, ignorant of His Divinity, hat- A^., 

ing the purity of His teaching, re- i^tlll 

belling against the self-sacrificing 
character of His life, and for other reasons, 
the High Priests, Chief Dignitaries, and 
leading citizens of Jerusalem resolved, at 
all costs and consequences, to compass His 
destruction. But not having the power of 
life and death in their own tribunals, they 
denounced Him to Pilate, the Roman Gov- 
ernor, as a Religious Impostor, a Stirrer-up 
of Strife and an Enemy of the Government, 
requesting him to give orders for Him to 
be put to death. 

Pilate received our Lord, examined the 
charges made against Him, but not being 
able to prove Him guilty of any offence 
worthy of death, proposed to release Him, 
but to the utter amazement of Pilate, with 

one voice the crowd called out: "Give us '^jjp r *^^' 

Barabbas!" 

Pilate tried to reason with them, but they only 
cried out the more, "Not this Man, we prefer 
Barabbas." Rising from his throne and taking the 
Saviour by the hand, in order to better command their 
compassion, he led Him forth, and asked the question: 
"What then shall I do with Jesus?" 

Now, as Pilate led our Lord forth on that eventful occasion, so 
in spirit, with my heart full of reverence, I bring that same blessed 
Saviour before your eyes, and ask the same question: "What will 
you do with Jesus?" 

Mark, it* is not "What shall I do?" That is a question that was 
settled a long time back. Sixty-seven years ago I laid myself at 
His feet, and took Him to my heart. I have 
never regretted that consecration. I never 
shall. Out of it wonderful things have grown. 

It is not what shall I do with Jesus, but 
what will you do with Him, and what will 
you do with Him now? Can I help you to a 
right decision? 

You must do something with Him. Neutrality is impossible. The pos- 
session of the opportunity for doing the right thing imposes the obligation 
to do it. There is no middle course possible here. You must be either for 
Him or against Him. Either take Him to your heart or reject Him to your 
ruin. 

Your treatment of Jesus Christ will determine your Heavenly Father's 
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d the knee before Him, and mocked Him, saying, 
King of the Jews!" — Matthew 17:29. 
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treatment of you. In deciding how you will 
treat this offer, remember what it means to 
you. Remember that Jesus Christ brings you 
from His Father the free and full forgive- 
ness of every past sin, reconciliation with 
Himself, purity, power, happiness for ever. 
On your treatment of Him hangs your ever- 
lasting destiny — Heaven or Hell. 

Your treatment of Jesus Christ will de- 
termine the Salvation or damnation of men 
and women living around you, or who will 
live after you. That is a very serious business. 
Supposing that these High Priests and the 
Jewish crowd had accepted Jesus Christ, and 
crowned Him the Lord of their hearts, who 
can conceive the difference that decision 
would have made in our world? No man 
liveth to himself. No man can confine the 
consequences of his conduct to himself. 

In view of these solemn considerations I 
want to ask you, what will you do with the 
>*w~ i^y blessed Saviour, and what will you do with 

■■.'..'■'■ v Him at this very moment? 
I There are several courses lying open before you. 

What will you do with Him? Not — What have you 
done? What are you intending to do? — in the future 
when you are dying? I bring Him before you and de- 
mand an answer to my question. What will you do? Shall I indi- 
cate a few courses? 

You can deny His Divine mission — You can say He was an im- 
postor. There were plenty in those days who did this, and there are 
plenty who do the same thing in our day. Some went so far as to 
say He had a devil. What do you say to that? 

No, that does not suit you. Well, you can deny your need of 
any Saviour. You can say, "I have no soul, 
I shall have no hereafter," or you can pre- 
tend that you have never sinned, and say: 
"There'll be no Judgment. I don't need a 
Saviour." That is what the Sadducees said, 
and there are thousands who say the same 
thing in our day. 
There is another course — you can openly reject Him. Right or wrong, 
you can simply say: "I won't have Him." There are plenty who took this 
course when He was on earth. They were there in force that day. Instead 
of taking Him to their hearts they sent Him to the cruel tree. Look at their 
blood-thirsty eyes. Listen to their maddened cries. See them pluck the 
hair from His blessed cheeks, and spit upon His (Continued on page 12) 
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appeared as if he had difficulty in 
keeping himself under control. 
Then, with a sudden "God bless 
you. my brother! We will pray for 
you!' he turned and finished lead- 
ing the meeting as though nothing 
had occurred. 
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PEACEFUL PASTORAL PICTURE.— Lambs in springtime joyful iy gambol over a pleasant meadow 




INCE in Bible lands the 
chief vocation was that of 
a shepherd it is not strange 
to find that the Bible is 
full of references to past- 
oral life. It was Isaiah who said: 
"All we like sheep have gone astray; 
we have turned every one to 
his own way." We do not all wan- 
der in the same direction, but some- 
how we get away from God; and it 
must be said again: "The Lord hath 
laid on Him the iniquity of us all." 
The New Testament is equally 
expressive of this pastoral relation 
between the shepherd and the 
sheep. Jesus said: "I am the good 
shepherd: the good shepherd giveth 
his life for the sheep. And other 
sheep I have, which are not of this 
fold: them also I must bring, and 
they shall hear My voice; and there 
shall be one fold and one shepherd." 
Jesus also expresses supremely 
and minutely the shepherd relation. 
Most of us have seen the picture of 



the Master as a shepherd carrying a 
lamb in His arms. Because of His 
tender care and protection; because 
of the blessings which He brings to 
His people, Jesus is indeed the great 



Children especially respond to 
love, care and attention, and the re- 
sults are seen when they reach 
maturity. 

Someone inquired of an old 
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When Journeying Through Life's Pasture-land Remember 

Not Only That Christ Is The Master Shepherd But That 

His Followers Are Under-shepherds 



Shepherd of us all. He supplies all 
the needs of the flock. 

If we were to read again the 
tenth chapter of St. John we should 
be impressed with still another fact 
which goes deeper than any we 
have mentioned. Repeatedly in that 
chapter Jesus says: "And I lay 
down My life for the sheep!" He 
was ever ready to sacrifice. 



RES URRECTI ON LORY 

Jesus said: B< 



because I live, ye shall live also 



DR. ANDREW BONAR once tried 
to describe the resurrection 
glory. He pictured one angel saying 
to another, as they saw a radiant 
form arise: "Look at her. Do you re- 
member the poor old woman in the 
lonely cottage — her face wrinkled 
with age and haggard with suffer- 
ing? Look at her now — not an angel 
has a face so bright and beautiful." 
So it will be with all who wear the 
transfigured glory of Christ. Shall 
we not believe the words of Jesus 
when He said: "In My Father's 
house are many mansions"? If we 
do, then living on earth will be but 
a journey through the Land of Beu- 
lah, in sight of the trees which are 
on both sides of the River of Life, 
and which fill the paradise of God 
with fruitage and foliage that never 
was by sea or on land. 

This ought to be the Christian's 
view of death. This is the view that 
Easter Day has come to teach us. 
Because He lives we shall live 
also. 

There is a story of a chamois hun- 
ter in the Mer de Glace who fell far 
down into a deep crevasse in the 
ice. After creeping along for a great 
distance, following a stream, he 
came apparently to the end of the 
passage. There seemed to be no 
opening further. The waters seethed 
and gurgled, and he knew there 
must be an outlet beneath the sur- 
face. He thought it might possibly 
lead out to some open place. Know- 



ing that to stay where he was would 
be swift death, he plunged into the 
waters to be carried by them in their 
current. For a moment there was — 
darkness — he w r as swept on in their 
wild torrent. In a little time he was 
through the chasm and out in the 
bright sunshine. He had been borne 
out into the lovely vale of Cham- 
ouni, into the midst of its wondrous 
beauty, with flowers and bird songs 
all about him. 

Here is a parable of the Chris- 
tian's dying. There is a moment's 
darkness and mystery as the spirit 
enters the valley, and then — 
Heaven, the face of Jesus, glory and 
eternal life. There is no long exper- 
ience of darkness, one moment the 
Christian closes his eyes on earth's 
friends, next moment he opens 
them in Heaven, on the face of 
Christ to be reunited with the loved 
ones who have gone Home before. 
"Absent from the body, at home 
with the Lord," is the inspired 
statement of the fact of Christian 
dying. 

Beautiful as these pictures of 
death are, they are not as comfort- 
ing as the joyful assurance that 
Jesus gave us in the fourteenth 
chapter of John: "I go to prepare a 
place for you," and as if that was 
not enough He further says He will 
come again and receive us unto 
Himself. We do not have to cross 
the river of death alone, for He is 
with us.— E.D.H. 



Scotch shepherd one day how it was 
that he had such a fine flock of 
sheep. "By taking care of the 
lambs," was his reply. 

As we journey through the pas- 
ture land of life it will be well for 
us to remember, not only that Jesus 
is the Master Shepherd but that we 
are His under-shepherds. Parents 
as well as preachers are the under- 
shepherds of Christ. God has given 
us a little flock, beautiful in its 
childlike innocence. It is our pas- 
toral and parental duty to know 
where they are. 

The Lamb of God 

And finally it may be said that 
no fewer than thirty times in the 
Scriptures is Jesus called a Lamb, 
the Lamb of God. And He loved to 
picture His followers as His sheep — 
the little ones and the weak ones 
being His lambs. He is represented 
as the Good Shepherd, dying for His 
sheep; as the Great Shepherd, car- 
ing for His Sheep; and as the Chief 
Shepherd carrying His lambs. In 
His great desire to gather all to 
Him Jesus said: "I am the door: 
by me if any man enter in, he shall 
be saved, and shall go in and out 
and find pasture." 

As God's Lamb, Jesus was sacri- 
ficed for the sins of the world. He 
was the Scapegoat on which was 
placed the blame of our wrong- 
doing. But it is only thus that the 
demands of Divine justice could be 
met and satisfied. 



NOW Tonv, whose whimsical ex- 
ploit seemed to have sobered 
him down a trifle, accustomed 
as he was to quick retaliation, sat 
motionless on his mount, holding 
The Army Flag in one hand, and the 
coiled-up lariat in the other. This 
was a situation he had not reckoned 
upon. He felt embarrassed. He did 
not know what to do with the Flag, 
and he could not make The Army 
Captain out. What sort of a fellow 
was he, anyway? 

Then an odd sense of shame stole 
over him — he who had scarcely ever 
experienced shame before. He had 
not given the Captain a square deal, 
he felt, and what a strange way of 
taking an insult — never swore or 
made a harsh retort. Simply offered 
to pray for him! 

The outcome of his uncomfortable 
ruminations was to jerk the pony's 
head in the direction of the 
little group of Salvationists. 
He was surprised to note that 
apparently they were not tak- 
ing the slightest notice of 
him. A quick canter and 
sudden stop before the ring, 
and presenting the dusty 
Colors to the Captain he 
blurted out his rough apolo- 
gies, hat in hand. The crowd 
in keen appreciation of the 
act cheered. 

It should be related that the 
Captain's quiet "God bless 
you!" won the Terror that eventful 
day, for not so very long after the 
incident Tony attended one of the 
meetings, knelt at the Penitent- 
Form, and rose up a new creature in 
Christ Jesus. * 

Yes, and not so long afterwards 
when he became the Corps Color- 
Sergeant, no one could have car- 
ried the Flag more proudly, and 
woe betide the person who permit- 
ted any reflections on the beloved 
crimson and gold standard. 



God nuts in man's hands the two 
most powerful things in the world — ■ 
conviction and love; these are two 
things a man will die to defend; 
persecution only makes them 
stronger, and even death cannot 
defeat them. 



EASTER JOY 

A LITTLE brown bulb lay under the 
ground, sleeping all winter with 
never a sound. 
Springtime came, and from out of the 
Qloom came forth a beautiful bloom, 
That rang its pure white bell to say: 
"Jesus is risen, 'Tis Easter Day," 




ANTICIPATION: An early bird 
awaits his breakfast 
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Hospitals Which Combine The Spirit of Service 
With Ultra-modern Methods 
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HE soft step of white- 
clad competency came 
steadily down the hall. 
Bedridden Mrs. S — , 
young Mrs. T — , lovely 
Miss Zella rested more 
easily. 

"Good morning, 
everyone, and how are 
you this delightful day?" enquired 
the ]ady in white, sunlight in _ 
her dancing eyes. The ward pa- 
tients reflected her radiance when 
the nurse quietly stood by each bed 
in turn, listened to the woes of one," 
the trying-to-be-bright tones of 
another and the "when-may-I-go- 
home?" query of a third. Each felt 
"Miss Sunshine" was interested at 
the moment only in the particular 
patient to whom she talked so 
soothingly. She meant much to 
those folk struggling for health. 
Hers was a life radiating the love 
of God which had for its abiding 
place her heart. 

A difficult "floor" it was at times. 
When the long day drew to a close 
and mind and body were worn, it 
was not easy to be as kind and 
thoughtful, so careful and thorough 
as in the morning when that "floor" 
seemed easier to tread. Then, the 
memory of the way the Master trod 
made the difference — the extra 
patience, the added tenderness, the 
same unselfishness. 

By just such daily giving of self 
that others may live, many young 
women and those grown older in 
the service carry on Salvation Army 
Hospital and Rescue work through- 
out the length and breadth of 
Canada. Brick and mortar, housing 
latest equipment, may appear to be 
an up-to-date institution, but it is 
the disciplined skill, understanding 



and love daily demonstrated by 
doctors and nurses which make it a 
place of healing. And, for which 
thousands of patients thank God, an 
Army Hospital is also often the 
place of spiritual birth and recla- 
mation. 

There is in Canada and New- 
foundland a chain of fifteen Hos- 
pitals, many known as "The Grace." 
These are situated at Windsor, 
Winnipeg, St. John's, Nfld. (general 
hospitals) Vancouver, Saskatoon, 
Montreal, Regina, Calgary, Ottawa, 
Hamilton, London, Toronto, Syd- 
ney, Saint John and Halifax. At the 
last-named hospital, training work 
is affiliated with Dalhousie Univer- 
sity, whose medical students attend 
the Grace for their obstetrical 
course. Affiliated nurses are trained 
by an Army nurse holding a Uni- 
versity diploma for hospital ad- 
ministration. 

Regarding The Army's General 
Hospitals, where many score of 
patients may be comfortably accom- 
modated in harmoniously-appointed 
rooms: within the walls is fascin- 
ating and wonderful technical 
equipment — incomprehensive to 
those uninitiated into the mysteries, 
but effective instruments to the 
trained minds which use them. 
One sees spotless corridors, smooth- 
ly-functioning systems of relief for 
sufferers, gleaming bottles and shin- 
ing metal. 

Even more fascinating and in- 
triguing are rooms vigilantly pro- 
tected against germs and infection, 



(Right) Expert care is provided for 
the premature infant in a modern 
incubator, designed to induce nor- 
mal growth 




where specialized work is assidu- 
ously performed by experts. Behind 
one door lies a domain graciously 
ruled by an Officer whose keen 
mind is wholly devoted to labora- 
tory research. Having studied at 
Edinburgh and United States Uni- 
versities and therefore well qualified 
to command a salary many times in 
excess of the comparatively meagre 
remuneration received by Army 
Officers, her devotion to God en- 
ables this registered pathological 
laboratory technician to happily re- 
main in the down-stair room sur- 
rounded by her microscopes, ovens, 
cultures and specimens. 

There is the X-ray room. Herein 
is the shock-proof X-ray table and 
a fracture-table of the latest design. 
Physicians are now able to render 
more efficient treatment with a 
minimum of discomfort to the 
patient and a maximum of speed 
and accuracy. 

The Hawley - Scanlan fracture, 



W 




X-ray and orthopedic table is a 
complicated looking arrangement of 
appliances. On it the patient may be 
placed in the best position to have 
a fracture set and the doctor may 
observe the progress of his work 
through a fluoroscope or make 
X-ray pictures as he works. The 
surgeon is able to watch and guide 
the ends of fractured bone during 
the reduction of the break. He can 
see which movements are effective 
and which are not. By bringing the 
X-ray to the patient rather than 
taking the patient to the machine, 
much unnecessary pain and hand- 
ling are avoided. 

Modern equipment in the treat- 
ment room includes the cystoscopy 
table; an ultra-violet ray lamp used 
in the treatment of skin lesions; a 
basal metabalor; a short - wave 
diathermy machine for the treat- 
ment of pneumonia, arthritis and 
joint lesions, and a specially-con- 
structed table on which these treat- 
ments are given. 

Caring: for the Children 

Up-to-date sterilizer equipment 
affords protection to the operator 
and also to the sterilizing process. 



A patient re- 1 
ceives treat- j 
ment with mod- i 
ern sun - lamp 1 
equipment 2j 
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(Upper) In the Operating Room, with table and 
other equipment are shown the no-shadow tight 
and the anesthetic machine which are the latest 
type. (Lower) The Treatment Room includes 
the cystoscopy table, a basal metabalor and a 
short-wave diathermy machine 



Not only do the walls of the 
suitably-decorated children's ward 
detract little minds from pain, but 
cots and appliances constructed with 
infinite care and rare genius for 
small sufferers who have been 
burned or who have met with pain- 
ful accidents, have been the means 
of restoring precious children to 
deeply grateful parents. Surely no- 
where outside the nursery is the 
nurse's nerves so taxed, or no- 
where is there such reward for her 
untiring vigilance as in the ever- 
growing and adorable contents of 
the rows of bassinets or diminutive 
cots. 

For premature infants, incubators 
are used, or, in some institutions, 
special wards where the tempera- 
ture and humidity are regulated, are 
found to be excellent for saving 
these delicate morsels of humanity. 

The classroom, an important part 
of a training school and a nurse's 
education is well equipped. In 
one general hospital the Alumnae 
Association has taken a special in- 
terest in this section, and has spent 
much to provide suitable teaching 
aids. A full-sized manikin can be 
given any type of surgical treatment 
received by a patient, while an 
anatomical model is most helpful in 
teaching and in learning the vast 
subject of anatomy. Each organ of 
the human body is shown and may 
be removed separately to demon- 
strate "where each belongs." 

Plaster moulages of children's 
infectious diseases graphically show 
rashes associated with each illness. 
Such infectious cases cannot be ad- 
mitted to a general hospital and the 
students might otherwise never 
come in contact with them. 

A double projector lantern, which 
may be used for slides, post-cards 
or projecting pictures from books, 
and a motion picture projector are 
provided. There is also a well- 
stocked, up-to-date nursing library. 

An electrical Gestetner machine 
has been added to the equipment, 
and is used to complete lecture files 
for students. 

An Important Item 

As in homes, so in hospitals, the 
kitchen plays an important role. 
Large stoves for continuous cooking, 
with many heating units and bak- 
ing ovens — each with a set tempera- 
ture- insure that various types of 

cooking can be done at the same 
time. Steam - tables, vegetable 
steamers, ice cream freezers, com- 
pact and well-arranged equipment 
all contribute to the set-up of the 
white-tiled, cheery work rooms pre- 
sided over by a highly competent 
cook. 

It is not to be assumed that only 
the larger hospitals are equipped to 
meet the needs of the public, for 
The Army's Maternity Hospitals, 
wherein last year over 5,000 in- 
fants were born, are well-known 
for their efficiency and the well- 
being of patients. This is as it 
should be for have not the lives 
of the nurses been given to God 
(Continued on page 14) 
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An Incident in the Early Days of Canada 






$%: 






<*$.?*?? ESTERN CANADA, 
fff'/l^ in common with the 
„ \- v^";^" rest of the North 
^>v |, -/^"h American continent, 
if/^^^\?sb passed through times 
| ) of trouble in its early- 

days. Perhaps the most 
outstanding event of all 
was what is known in 
Canadian history as the 
North West Rebellion 
which took place in the 
year 1885. 
Settlement was extending into 
what is now known as the Province 
of Saskatchewan. The half-breeds, 
as they were called, had become 
offended at the inroads being made 
into the sections of the country at 
that time occupied by them. As a 
matter of fact they themselves were 
squatters without any legal claim to 
the lands, as no proper survey had 
taken place. The land was still the 
property of the Government. 

Challenged Constituted Authority 

The half-breeds eventually be- 
came so irritated that an outbreak 
took place in March, 1885. A band 
attacked a group of police, forty 
men in all, twelve being killed in 
the engagement. As constituted 
authority was challenged it became 
necessary for the Government to 
act. There was also a fear that the 
Indians, who were in the West at 
that time in considerable numbers, 
might join the rebels. The leader of 
the rebellion was Louis Riel, who 



had caused trouble some years 
previously. 

The Government now had a dif- 
ficult task. It could not send troops 
through the United States, and the 
railway on the north shore of Lake 
Superior, connecting Eastern and 
Western Canada, was not com- 
pleted. In bitter March weather, 
the thermometer often below zero, 
the regiments of militia summoned 
from Eastern Canada, unused to 
cold, traversed the desolate shores 
of that frozen region, sometimes in 
open cars. For more than a hundred 
miles they proceeded on foot over 
the snow. 

A Formidable Task 

An experienced officer of the ex- 
pedition declares that the task was 
more severe than Napoleon's pas- 
sage of the Alps; for the Emperor 
had a beaten road and an abundant 
commissariat, while these were 
wanting in the Canadian wilderness. 

Fresh regiments soon poured into 
the West in overwhelming force, 
and though the rebels made a brave 
stand against great odds they were 
quickly crushed. The Canadian 
troops wearily followed their Indian 
foes to their haunts, and the 
rebellion was put down. A few of 
the rebels were hanged; many of the 
Indians were imprisoned; Riel, the 
leader, was taken and his fate be- 
came a question of national con- 
cern in Canada. Late in the year 
1885, after trial, he was found 
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Life, the awful death, and the 
glorious Resurrection. 

He listened respectfully and 
thoughtfully, then he laughed! It 
was a long, almost delirious laugh 
which echoed through the rooms of 
the house and seemed to pierce and 
chill my very soul. There was some- 
thing uncanny — almost hellish — 
about it. It was the laugh of un- 
belief. It was the laugh of derision 
born of incredibility. 

In our day and generation we are 
seldom faced with such derision. 
Militant atheism, now so powerful 
in Europe, has as yet comparatively 
little hold upon the North Ameri- 
can continent. Not derision but in- 
difference is the deadly foe with 
which, in these modern days, we 
have to deal. No longer do men say 
Christ did not rise; instead they ask 
whether it matters if He rose again. 

Now since so much depends upon 
the Resurrection, it is to be expect- 
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THE SALVATION ARMY is a 
1 great League of Mercy and Pity 
raistd up to help and bless human- 
ity. We have no large and rich 
membership to support this "work, 
and depend entirely upon the gen- 
erosity of our friends. 

Our needs at this time are ex- 
tremely great, necessitating funds 
far beyond our ability to raise in 
ordinary contributions. Will you 
not make a provision in your will 
for a contribution to, or an endow- 
ment of, the work of The Salvation 
Army, which is legally competent 
to accept all bequests and devices 
made for its benefit? 

Friends or their solicitors are in- 
vited to write to Commissioner 
Benjamin O r a m e s , Territorial 
Headquarters, 20 Alhert Street, 
Toronto, Ont., for further informa- 
tion. 



ed that the Scriptures will remove 
all reasonable doubts by providing 
convincing evidence that Christ was 
not only dead, but that He did actu- 
ally live again. 

First of all the Scriptures estab- 
lish that when Christ was laid in 
the tomb He was verily dead. Vic- 
tims of crucifixion were sometimes 
removed from the cross when in a 
state of coma and afterwards re- 
vived, to live for months and even 
years. But Jesus was not in a coma 
— He was really and truly dead. The 
fact is not only stated but proved. It 
will be recalled that in order to 
keep the Jewish law forbidding 
crucifixion on the Sabbath some 
soldiers were detailed to hasten 
death by breaking the legs of the 
three who hung on Calvary's hill. 
But when they came to Jesus He 
was dead already. To make doubly 
sure, however, a soldier pierced 
His side, little realizing that his 
sword would provide vital medical 
evidence; for the blood and water 
which flowed from that wounded 
side proved that Jesus had died as 
a result of a broken heart — broken 
with the weight of the sin of man- 
kind. Now one may live with a 
broken limb, even with a broken 
back or neck, but never with a 
broken heart! 

Then the Scriptures record re- 
markable evidence concerning the 
disposal of the body of Christ. First 
it was wrapped in linen. We have 
doubtless seen in museums "mum- 
mies" bound from head to foot as 
though by many yards of bandage. 
Thus was the body of Jesus bound, 
making movement, especially the 
strenuous movement necessary to 
escape the tomb, utterly impossible. 

Then there was placed over the 
entrance of the tomb a stone so 
large and so heavy that a company 
of women desiring to place spices 
on the body proclaimed their in- 
ability to even roll it away. It goes 
without saying, that, pierced, ex- 
hausted and bound as He was, 
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guilty of murder and was executed 
at Regina, the present capital of the 
Province of Saskatchewan. His re- 
mains lie in St. Boniface Cathedral 
grounds. 

An incident of the Rebellion was 
told by a minister at an Inter- 
national Sunday-School Convention 
meeting I attended in Buffalo some 
years ago and which concerned his 
own brother. 

The speaker referred to the troops 
about to start out from Toronto for 
the North-west and stated that one 
company of soldiers had in it a man 
with a large family. This fact was 
known by a certain citizen, who, 
realizing that if the man was killed 
there would be no one to look after 
his widow and several children, 
generously volunteered to take bis 
place. He was given permission to 
do so by the authorities, and was 
killed in battle. 

The substitute soldier's remains 
were brought back to Toronto and 
were interred in one of the city's 
beautiful cemeteries. The grave was 
kept green and fresh by relatives, 
but one day they saw a wreath of 
flowers on the spot, evidently placed 
there by a stranger. Looking fur- 
ther they found a simple card con- 
taining the words, "He died for me." 

Is not this incident an illustration 
of the One who took our place on 
Calvary, and died in order that we 
might live? Surely each one of us 
can say, like the man of the story, 
"HE DIED FOR ME." 



Christ even had he survived the 
Cross, could not have moved the 
stone. 

Surely, everything that human 
minds could conceive was done to 
ensure that Christ was not only 
dead, but that He remained dead! 
But three days later that tomb was 
empty! The enemies and the friends 
of Jesus agree that, although the 
grave - clothes remained undisturb- 
ed, He Himself was not there. His 
enemies were under obligation to 
offer some explanation. They said 
His disciples had come by night and 
had stolen Him away while they 
slept. But their story will not bear 
examination by even amateurs at 
law. Suppose they were asleep! 
Think of the huge task of removing 
that stone and taking away the 
body without making a sound! And 
if they were so sound asleep that 
they heard nothing, how could they 
know who did it? 

To Let His Friends In 

What is the Divine explanation? 
"He is not here, He is risen." And 
an angel rolled away the stone, 
not to let Christ out, but to let the 
friends of Jesus in -that they might 
see for themselves the truth of the 
glorious assertion! 

But the most important and far- 
reaching proof of the Resurrection 
lies in the existence of the Church 
Universal. Had He not risen, the 
men who went forth preaching a 
Living Christ would have been de- 
liberate deceivers and the founda- 
tions of the Church would have 
been laid in the soil of corruption. 
The transformation of that little 
band of fearful and disappointed 
men and women into courageous 
and daring warriors, rejoicing that 
they were counted worthy to suffer 
for their Lord, can only be explain- 
ed by one fact, that He who died 
upon the cross rose triumphant over 
death and the grave! 



Publication of this special number at 
an early date this year has made it nec- 
essary -to forego some features and sea- 
sonal messages usually associated with 
Eastertide. We hope to be able to publish 
these in a subsequent issue. 



THEY LOVE THE OLD UK 

(Continued from page 5) 
side door when he overheard a 
prominent society woman lamenting 
the fact that the two most import- 
ant guests of honor were due to 
arrive and there was no one to sing 
"God Save the King." 

Trembling with emotion, the 
young Scotsman volunteered for the 
chance to help in the emergency. It 
proved the turn of the tide in his 
affairs, for at the completion of the 
song the Governor-General's wife 
invited him to sing at the home of 
Sir Mortimer Davis the next day. 
Due to the influence of those two 
patrons, Edward was sent to Lon- 
don shortly afterward for voice 
training at the Royal College. 

Upon his return with the acclaim 
of two recitals in the British cap- 



CHRIST FIRST HOD LAST 

T is said of the painter of the 
masterpiece "The Last Supper," 
that he had worked on it for , 
long weary months. Finally he fy 
admitted some of his intimate 
friends to view it. 

One of these friends, in whose 
Judgment he had great confidence, 
stood in rapt admiration, then 
said: "How wonderful is that gold- 
en cup in Christ's hand!" 

The artist seized a brush and 
daubed black paint over the cup. It 
had been the first attraction to the 
critic. Da Vinci wanted nothing to 
compete with Him whom he in- 
tended to portray for wooing the 
hearts of men. 



ital ringing in his ears, Edward 
MacHugh found that times were 
hard and even a job in a Boston 
department store looked good to 
him. 

His hopes of singing as a career 
were dimmed until he joined a 
choral group of employees which 
broadcast regularly over a local 
station, and his voice attracted 
authorities, who put him on the air 
as soloist. 

Most of the requests received by 
the Gospel Singer are for "The Old 
Rugged Cross," the "Twenty-third 
Psalm," and "The Stranger of 
Galilee." 

Says this sweet singer of the air: 
"Somehow I feel people are yearn- 
ing for the simple and good things, 
and that is why they never tire of 
the old hymns and the fine old songs 
of our sacred literature." 



THE THORN-CROWNED CHRIST 

(Continued from page 9) 
sacred face, clothe Him in the 
mocking robes, and call down curses 
from Heaven on His head. They 
preferred Barabbas. They said so. 

There is another course which 
you can take, and I recommend it 
with all my heart. 

Kneel down at the Mercy-Seat, 
accept this blessed Jesus as your 
Saviour, and submit to His author- 
ity. Let His Blood wash every stain 
away, enthrone Him in your heart 
as your King, and fight for Him all 
the rest of your days. 



WHEN THE WAR CANOES RETURNED 

(Continued from page 8) 
his purpose being like Paul's, "This 
one thing I do, forgetting those 
things which are behind." 

A short while after landing on the 
far-off shores of British Columbia 
(where Fort Simpson now stands) 
the events already related occurred! 
The seed of the Kingdom was sown 
and it is still bringing forth fruit. 

It is said that William Duncan's 
first message to the native people 
as a whole was based on the text 
"The blood of Jesus Christ, God's 
Son, cleanseth us from all sin." 
Many were the converts made, and 
miracles of conversion wrought, and 
to-day in Northern British Colum- 
bia and Alaska no name is more re- 
vered than that of this great-souled 
pioneer. 
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(Right) Salvation harmonies echo around 
the famous tourist attraction known as 
the Great Divide, one of British Colum- 
bia's natural phenomena 



CBeiow) Hundreds of Salvation Army Bandsmen are 
now "on active service" and this smart-appearing 
group of Salvationist-musicians serving with the 
R.C.A.F., photographed with the Territorial Comman- 
der, Commissioner B. Orames, is representative of 
those "under two Flags" 
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The Last Forty Days 

(Continued jrom page 6) 

Gently upbraiding them for their 
doubt, Jesus instructed them con- 
cerning His Church; and again dis- 
appeared as suddenly as He had 
come. 

What was the meaning of it all? 
What were they to think? Where 
was all this mystery leading them? 

"I'm going fishing!" declared im- 
petuous Peter, as if he must get 
away from it all. There was no 
mystery about the sea; he knew 
Tiberias. "We'll go with you!" the 
others declared. 

But even there He came again to 
them, ate with them, and once again 
explained fully His purposes con- 
cerning them. They must tell the 
world that, through Him, all people 
were to be saved. 

And gradually they came to see 
His plan of redemption for the 
world — and their place in it. Now 
they believed and no longer feared. 
His final injunction was: "Ye shall 
be My witnesses. Go ye into all the 
world and preach the Gospel to 
every creature. . . . But wait in 
Jerusalem until I send the Holy 
Spirit to impart power unto you." 



The glad news of Salvation 
through the crucified Lord was pro- 
claimed with a zeal that no earthly 
power could oppose. On the Dam- 
ascus Road Saul was turned from a 
murdering Pharisee to Christ's great 
apostle to the Gentiles. Everywhere, 
Christianity marched on. The rulers 
of the Jews stoned its disciples and 
murdered its converts. Rome stomp- 
ed upon it, burned its believers, fed 
Christian martyrs to hungry lions 
and burned them at the stake. 

But every cry that rose to Heaven 
was a shout of praise and faith and 
victory in the name of Jesus of 
Nazareth, Son of the Living God, 
and relentlessly the Church swept 
on and on to engulf the whole 
world. 

Stir us, O stir us, Lord, we care 

not how, 
But stir our hearts in passion for 

the world; 
Stir us to give, to go, but most to 

pray; 
Stir until the blood-red banner be 

unfurled 
O'er lands that still in heathen 

darkness lie, 
O'er deserts where no Cross is 

lifted high. 




for service to others, and is not 
each day begun with renewed con- 
secration to Him who called them! 

A work quite separate from that 
of hospitalization is the Social 
Service Work. There are now in 
the Canadian Territory fifteen 
Homes in which last year more than 
1,200 unmarried mothers were cared 
for, a number being in their early 
'teens. Each girl holds a secret and 
sometimes pathetic story in her 
heart. 

While the public are cognizant of 
the general work of The Army's 
Hospitals, very few know of the 
quietly successful service of de- 
voted Home Officers given to girls 
and women who otherwise would 
find a harsh world very difficult. 
Most of these girls are wayward, 
headstrong; some have been addict- 
ed to the use of liquor; they 



IN SUNNY BERMUDA.— A native laddie 

admires the great trumpet-like Easter lilies 

for which his country is so famous 
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be scaled, deep ravines followed and 
frail bamboo bridges crossed. Small 
rivers were forded on the horses; 
other times the travellers had to 
wade, all the time watching out for 
crocodiles. 

The Brigadier stated that this 
might sound romantic, but actually 
it was sheer hard work, pushing 
along for ten or fifteen days at a 
stretch. The distance from one 
Corps to the other is one day's 
journey, and the people live in 
bamboo houses built on poles three 
or four feet above the ground, with 
a ladder to reach the room in the 
middle of which is a little fireplace. 
The natives nearly always keep on 
a little fire in order to keep warm 
and to drive away mosquitoes, the 
pest of the Dutch East Indies. The 
women wear skirts made from tree- 
bark, which they soak in water and 
then beat with a wooden hammer. 

Tribute to Christianity 

Before The Salvation Army came 
to Celebes these people were head 
hunters, but they were not so bar- 
barous that they found joy in 
killing innocent women and chil- 
dren. They would hunt for the 
headman of a tribe and kill him. 
The killer would be allowed to cut 
off his enemies head, drink the 
blood from the skull; then accord- 
ing to their -belief he would possess 
the spirit of the departed hero. They 



(Continued from page 3) 



man, and dance and feast all night 
long, or longer if the battle was 
important. During the past twenty 
years the natives have not practised 
this horrible custom — a tribute to 
the love of Jesus Christ, manifested 
through missionary labors. 

On his first journey through the 
mountains, the Brigadier nearly lost 
his life, as many a traveller had 
done by falling down the side of the 
deep ravines. Many a horse also had 
disappeared over the side, burden 
and all, never to be seen again. 

The day of his narrow escape, the 
Brigadier had travelled since 7 a.m. 
and it had been raining all day. He 
says: "We were wet when we ar- 
rived at the edge of a deep river in 
the late afternoon. A large tree had 
fallen across the river and we walk- 
ed across on this holding our horses 
with long ropes, on which we had 
to pull hard to keep them from be- 
ing swept away by the current. 
Then we climbed up the edge of a 
mountain on a narrow path, not 
more than a foot wide. 

"Our horses had to step over' a 
fallen tree. My horse stumbled and 
fell over the edge, going down 
twenty feet. Fortunately I grasped 
some grass and small bushes and 
had time to pull myself clear as the 
horse fell past me another fifteen 
feet, being finally caught between 
two trees. We managed to pull the 
horse up with ropes. Both of us had 



would then make a meal of the dead a good shaking up. 




frequently lack home training and 
show the results of being allow- 
ed unrestrained action. But brought 
for some months under beneficial 
Christian influence and taught to 
properly care for their little ones, 
the responsibility and sacredness of 
motherhood is fostered. Added to 
this is the sincere effort to have the 
girls give their lives to Christ, who 



"HOW DID WE GET HERE?" — A charming camera-study of a diminutive feath- 
ered trio which have yet to scratch the world for a living 



CHRIST THE CONQUEROR 

A LOVELY garden where Jesus 
trod, ' 

Blessed by the feet of the Son of 

God; 
Where He sauntered along at early 

dawn, 
Just as Easter Day was born. 
Silken lilies, stately and white, 
Glistened with dews of starry 

night, 
Shedding forth their fragrance 

sweet, 
The Risen Lord of Life to greet. 
1 wonder if He paused a while 
To bless them with His tender 

smile — 
Or if His pierced hands caressed 
Their petals full of loveliness. 
Perchance as He walked o'er the 

grassy sward, 
The music of His voice was heard, 
And all of Nature was hushed in 

awe 
Of the wondrous Presence of Him 

they saw! 
Surely the garden was hallowed 

that morn 
Where Christ the Conqueror walked 
at dawn. 



alone can forgive the past and give 
strength to successfully meet the 
future. 



"At another place we had to wade 
across a river with our clothes held 
above our heads. Big crocodiles 
abounded, and we saw the headman 
of the village who had just taken the 
skin from a seven foot crocodile 
which had been hunting his pigs. A 
short time previous to this three 
natives had crossed the river with 
a dog between them. A crocodile 
took the dog but did not molest the 
humans. We were able to cross over 
to the other side without being 
taken by the crocodiles. 

"We were in this Division only 
one year, but had the joy of seeing 
many of the people brought from 
heathenism to the glorious light of 
Christ. 

"Our last appointment before fur- 
lough was in North Celebes, a new 
Division. Here we worked among 
people who have had the Gospel for 
the past hundred years. All are 
nominally called Christians, but 
there are still many superstitions 
and old customs which keep the 
people in their sins. The Army has 
been here only six years, but we 
have ten Corps, and twenty-one 
Officers; two Clinics, and three 
centres where Officers are doing 
medical work besides Corps work. 
Eight Candidates entered Training 
each year, the last eight travelling 
with us when we went to Java at 
the commencement of our furlough. 
The journey from North Celebes to 
Java takes six days and we held 
meetings on the boat each day. On 
the last day, a fellow voyager gave 
me a donation, and thanked me for 
what we had done for the passen- 
gers by these meetings." 

In closing these incidents and 
anecdotes for War Cry readers, the 
Brigadier said "I thank God for the 
wonderful opportunities given me 
everywhere to spread the blessed 
tidings of God's love and Salvation 
through Jesus Christ our Saviour." 
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THE MASTER'S HEALING TOUCH 



[Painting- by Bida. 
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